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— 0 ry bow Chance will be my 
PFiiend I dedicate this Reader 
only to You, which perhaps 
Ml may be à little irregular as 
" ſome of theſe Poems are, be- 
ing of a very unconjind Humour. How- 
ever, I'll venture your good Nature, and 
beides as a Maſque you don't know but I 
may be your Friend, Banker, Patron, Doc- 
tor, or Friend's Fri wg leaſt. Therefore 
for all theſe Reaſons, half Reaſons, or no 


Reaſons at all, Yau will be W 
to 


Your very obedient Humble Servant. 
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To a 4 end who would have had me wrote 


ſomething one Mg bt on a Diſcourſe that 


happened upon Lucretia's, and other 
Pictures. 


LY 


HERE Pictures talk libs you, 


where you deſire, 


One ſcarce awake to wander on 
their Lyre: 


I no ſuch rambling Images allow, 


Fe As Rakes purſue, 
Tho in, iy Marble I would ſeek Converſe, 
Not fly the Statue like contagious Verſe, 
That when approaching great Minerva's Throne, 
Or Cæſar's Court as a related Stone : 
I like that marbled Stranger ſtalk alone. 


B - Then 
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In Dead of Night, ſhall no ſuch 


— 


(6s) 
Then "hk Sin Canvas holds indulgent Speech, 
> 


Your flowing Touches the Expreſſion reach: 


With a ſly Look, had your Lucretia ſtay'd, 
Abroad at Cards on any Ter delay*d, 
That her old Chairmen $ have ipy/d the Door, 
But as Saint dig > Watch had cry' d, F- o- u- r; 


e Fi hateful Flame, 


8 Taſk 
alben dreſt, 
But might have burnt her 3 o' er the Coal, 
And blow'd the Fume to every neighb'ring Pool, 
A merry Girl you Mk at Remarks, 


But hold, that Picture ſays, no doubt ſome Roman Maid, 8 


Converſing Story, in, Mth all the Sparks: 
Therefore let her amuſe you, pray, and let me reſt, 
For ſhe's awake, and ſhe can tell you beſt ; 

Can tell their Stories beſt, who beſt muſt know, 
Knows ail their Turns, their every graven View, 
Whilſt in their belt Champaigne ſhe drinks to Tou · 


For a Lady that had a Relation and particular Friend 


hurried to Town about Bufmneſs, and ſaid Ty *- 


coſt him à Hundred Pounds to fee her. 


Hundred Pound ! the Bill a ſhort Receipt, 
When Pleaſure is theView, a Friend the Sight, 
Your Purſe methinks, yet of ſuperior Arr, - 
If ſhe would reckon with the countleſs Heart, 
The Soul's Immenſity in Pounds defray, 


| Who rather ſhould your Complemegts allay. 
A Hundred 1 Pound | O, ſparkle e 
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"A Hed Pound ! tho? by no Friendſhip bound, 

I in your Wiſdom, and Muſkatoes wound 8 
Could make ſome Cur'ſies o'er a Hundred Pound. 

When Gold, but as the Friend, no more her Pence be 

F Or P very Pendulum's aſham'd, (nam'd, 
re oſe Joys that all her Hours refin'd 

Ne o ſome Hundred boungen Ge. confin'd. 


There's now no Tims or attire, 
Since fair Francelia's born o're all your Charms; 
Your Charms, your Graces, and your Son's Alarms; 
Therefore obey, and ring the World's Surprize, 

For ſee the Luminations of her Eyes: 

See, ſce, ſhe looks, ſhe moves,decks the returningDay, 
Gilds your ſoft Air, lives, and commands, Huzza, 
Huzza, huzza, ſhines and commands, Huzza, 


On a very Formal Lavvy. 


ENNY ſhould we ſee Forma ſtalk in 
Ore wound in every Ruff ſince, Time has been, £ 
Yet don't you laugh at her e len. 
Who cries her very Deer, when bounding faſt, 
Eat with no kindly Philoſophick Taſte, 
And lies on Carpets, for we'll uſe no Bed, 
By ſliding Quilts and feathery Down o'erſpread, 
Leaſt ſome poetick Plume ſhe ſays to ſooth the Night 
Should riſe and Penefy her Couch to write 
Poems as hateful to this artful Town, 
As are theſe Rhymes to her who muſt aloud difown, 
R 2 All 
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All Notions half ſo arrogant, and wild, 

They ſhould be cloiſter'd, and their Numbers fd. 
Wi as *tis e on Fonathan Wild's Birth-Day, 
By ſome 2 after his own Eſſay. 

On human Speed, when galloping away 

From ſpurious Compliments that Crowds might pay, 
Fur race Bs! fee nfm A D 
But on what Prance inſcrib'd, ſince a Diſpute, { 
She ſays if one would gradually confute. 

Snails, Lares, Fairies, Airifms, r 

It ſhould be done, by ſome dae 

Tho? for the firſt Gavot, and vary bag Wrong, 
She'll ſtake her Prayers, and 1 
Or ſwing herſelf a Quaver to, the Town, 


Till the next Morning” S e take her down, 


| — 
For One who was to give a Bowl of Punch to the Fa- 
mily, and two of them was fallen out, 


ERE Quarreltires, your flowing Anger quench, 
Therc*s no ſuch By. 25 Enmity in Punch, 
"els T 

2 By ob; 2 25 244 of x 1 Ot Pace, 
For ſee her Sharps, with flaring Sweets agree, 
Spirits with Water, laſt of all our Tea: 2. 1 
Whence Lora call your Foe, and by no aukward Sg; | 
For next Church, King, and Me, you drink herHealch, 
Then Church again and World, before Vill e e, 
Or CMa {quanders, the indearing Night, (Light, 
Nell flides the ſmiling Bowl from Miſtreſs Phoo, 
And your moſt humble Servant 


HETTY WIO. 


Supper 


2 


4 


99 
Supper for the Muss. 


UR Flames and Flights be all all, all, ragoo?d, 
And Cook thoſe Raptures and the Phœnix ſtew'd 
With Lares Eggs, Love's Trifles, Coxcombs Hearts, 
A little Ceſtus, and ſome Female Arts: 
In ſtrongeſt Gravy from freſh Notions drawn, 
Gather*d by Phantoms on the Mornings Dawn, 
And ſerv'd on gilded Vows, by Danae ſold 


To Time and Abſence, for Britaniſb Gold, 


With a Pearl Soop of Cleopatra's Taſte, 


And Peacocks roaſted o'er Antonio's Breaſt. 


Little beſides for but a ſlight Repaſte, 


Deſign'd the Muſes only as in haſte, (rermaze þ 


Nothing my Friends but Sweetmeats and ſmall In- 
Of Poets Rambles, Creams, Ehſian Pies, 


Some Roman Ambuſhes, and Caeſar's Why's; | 


Argos by Juno ſent with a few Flavours more, 
From watching Jove on ſome new Grove Amour, 
As beauteous Daphne of the God afraid, 

Wept on her Veil, that ſav'd the harmleſs Maid, 
With her ſoft Tears who her own Beams inlaid, 
And wreath*d the Nymph into a Laurel Shade : 
Then on {till Glides of Air arriving here. 
She mounts her Throne near great Minerva's Chair, 


The Floor as all beſtrew'd with feath*ry Wings, 


Beaux Critigfſms, and other trampled Things, 


Of the ſame Luſtre and tranſparent Weight, 


Trod thin and eaſy for the Waiters Feet. 


Whence our chief Beauties plac*d Francelia by the Queen 


For Venus o' er her Eyes, on an immortal Sprain. 
. Could 
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Could neither love ſhe ſaid, nor dance, that Day; 


Therefore ſent Mercury to the Gods to ſay, 


Her childiſh Son had thrown away her Lays, 


Propban'd her Hymns, and tore his Infant Rays 3 


Fallen from the God to every Friend's Diſgrace, 
That if Diana finds him in her Chace, 

Her lucid Hounds will rend his darling Face: 

Which frights her "Beams, ſince rather than the Truth 
Would charge her Woes on all the hallow*d Youth : 


Tho? to the Gods well known, Francelia, was theSmart 


His wild Idolatry and Alien Dart, 

Laughing from Shrine to Shrine, from Pole to Pole, 
Till Bacchus dropt his everlaſting Bowl 
Singing, yet Health ro Mars, Proceflion to his Arms, 
Long live our Vintage live, her bright Alarms, 
But Ovid fonder of the Lady's Charms 


Cries with a deep Reſpect, dread Juno's Health, 


After Francelia's naming her by Stealth; 


Which when by ſome o*crheard tho? whiſper'd thro? 


He turn'd their Ears to a fantaſtic Pen. (her Fan, 
Swift Apprehenſion to a harſher Fate, 


His tender Breaſt, and fair Francelia's Hate, 


Whilſt from Ehfan Stairs to the Arcadian Strand, 
King Pharaoh's Wells to Porto Bello's Land, 
Turning, returning; on to that Degree, 


That could all Things have mov*d to his Decree, : 


You perhaps would have been Zove, that Star, been me. 


| EO? 
"T's 8 Francelia would be here, for the Gods 
won't fit down till ſhe comes? 


To 


4 
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C22) 
To UTRESIA afraid of Thieves, 


Llowing Spirits, ſure you've no Belief, 

Of Spirit in the broad ſubſtantial Thief : 
Then cloſe no Crevices that meet your Sight, 
_ Leſt Thieves glide in and mingle with the Light; 
But turn the Thief on them, for lift your Eyes, 
Look off, their Charter, and ſecure the Prize, 
For whoſe ſoft Looks, more Liberties has won, 
More Minds has rifled, Robberies outdone, 
More plunder'd, murder'd merely at your Will, 
Than ſtrew'd, would reach your Eyes to Tyburn Hill, 


1 GRATIANA. 


Ratiana ſee, fee, how the riſing Spring, 
Does to your Hand her flow'ry Homage bring, 

Tho? panting Roſes, to their Friend the Sky, 
Say they would rather all forſake their Die, 
Like Turnpikes beg their Way from Day to Day, 
Then at your Cheeks their Sovereign Graces lay, 
Since from high Zephyrs born, of long Deſcent, 
Free, as your Air, for no proud Boſoms meant, 
By trembling Aſpins mourn'd, who charge their Fear, 
From fome ſeducing Whiſpers of the Fair. 
In Flora's Calendar they ſay foretold, 
When Gratiana ſhall the Pencil hold. 
Our Pines, muſt yield, be to ſtrait Canvas brought, 
Proud Trees, like Men, bow to Gretiana's Thought: 
So when Apelles, fill'd the graven Throne, 
He thought the Monarch, and he aroſe and ſhone, l 
Touch'd him to Life, and thought him to Eis Crown. 


0 = TR 
— Ra "0 N e r 8 
— — _ 9 ee * : 4 wa 1 
„57 ee a A SEE En * 


i 1 4 — * * 
eee ears eee 8 . — . apy 26 
n 


th —— —p— — 
"0 « - 


0 * : i * ef —_ _— 
I by — 
— — vv ay7; YZ — A = — 2. cm — a 8 0 
— . i INI 2 21 2 — PL. ef — 2 8 A; 9 2 — | . 
Mo 41 ub. | , 7 mme 2 Nei — 3 — 
. r . - 2 2 - 2 5 * 2 L ox = 2 
— ments — — * 99 25 " ; 9 . 


Pract — 
5 
F — at. 
ww 


283 ren 

* ** 

— & LEES 
ad; 

2 —_— 


— — 


Tho? 


es ——ů— 


1 2 — r x I 
— e n 


— 
2 - Di 
ä 
— 
- 


— — 


s . . 
ys — == 
een ee 


e 


(12) 


Tho? had he ventur'd on Gratiana's Eyes, 

His artful Hand mult have calPd more Supplies, 
Since your fair Eyes more finiſh*d Things can ſay, 
More Knowledge, Thought, more ev*ry Thing pay, 
Than our mol! graven Elegance performs, 


Or Eaton boaſts, from all her Logick Forms. 


On ſome Ladies at Cards, a little improvd. 

Sabra. IS well you're come, Lavinia, take your 

12 Place, | 
Lavinia. Hey-ho, but this is rude, who has the Ace. 
Sabra. My Lady Buly has it, you are dull. 
Lavinia, My Brother's Letter {peaks the Cauſe at full. 
Sabra. My Mother dying, read his Poſtſcript out, 
Or Miſs can read it, as you deal about. 
A-ſmall Digreſſion, Ladies, you'll forgive, 
Whilſt in our Hands, yet, dear Spadillia live. 
There's not one Card, methinks, but may remind 


Us of her Airs, tho! my ſoft Heart's too kind, 


Look on that Queen, Lavinia, in your Hand, 
Has not its Aſpect, much of her Command, 
The flowing Scarf, like that, we ſaw her play, 
Before my Father's Eyes, his laſt, Birth-Day, 
When ſhe as Counters trolPd the Gold away, 
And this blank Side, like the deſerted Caſe, 
Which ſhaded, the Enquiries of his Face, 

But now, turn'd out in Cabinets, to graze, 
Or in ſome Eaſtern Cheſt, to ſpend its Days, 
Thence from her Hand, the Picture to be thrown, 
In any Boſom, but her La*yſhip's own : 


| Nay, this whole Game alludes, fromThougat to Thot, 


To her, in all its various Figures brought, 


Diamonds, 


Ys 


Ur 


(13) 
Diamonds, alas, to Treaſures, which ſhe ſought, 
Clubs, to her ſprightly Metal, Spades her Vault, 


mY 


On Carolina*s removing into another Part of the Country. 


Ear! thoſe fair Streams, aſks ev'ry flow*ry Pals, 

Why Carolina's Feet forſakes their Graſs : 
Where azur'd Hills, our verdant Gleams maintain, 
Like Carolina's Eyes, which does one Douht remain. 
What Glance moſt ſpeaks the Glories of vod Reign, 
Their open Triumphs, or our ſecret Pain. 


Whilſt not one Love but moves on this Diſtreſs, 


Nor feathery Plume but points their ſoft Addreſs, 
Which all wave into Words, to beg you would return, 
And their proud Rivulets, and lov'd Flames adorn : 
Or elſe, ſay they, no Mercury flying near 

Our SHE tax*d, and Apprehenſion dear, 

Our ill ſpend their Wings, inCompliments they 
Diſſolvè their Eyes, and write in m_— Tear. (fear, 


To Lucia complaining for Want of Sleep. 


AN you complain for Sleep, and think it juſt, 
Who have l ſo mary. Nations of their Reſt; 


7 . 


c * 
11 Drone” you'll ſure ſometimes mr me, 


To One who would hear my Thaw of the Deity, 


HE. Deity, by me, is underſtood, 
One only perfect and eſſential Good; 

Known to Himſelf alone, who only can, 

Pronounce Himſelf, to his created Man, 
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On the Firſt Chapter of Geneſis, and fob 7 Part of the 


Second 3 


* And God ſaid let us make Man in our Image, af 
ter our Likeneſs,” 


Othing, take Form, Man be, ariſe, command, 
Graſping thy Throne, to a perpetual Strand, 

Shook from the Duſt, whilſt of thy native Space, 

Behold from far, an everlaſyng Race. 

All Eden's Groves conſpire x lafe Retreat, 

And each ſoft Lyre hail thy! propitious Feet: 

For hear, the Almighty ſays, Man let us make, 

Deck'd in our Frame, from us his Graces take; 

From us his Mien and Symmetry ſuſtain, 

After our Likeneſs our high Image ta'en; 

Robed in himſelf—let him, the Light, array, 

And till, no Off ' ring, but the riſing Day. 

He ſpoke, LWAs « d Ne, 3 mov'd, and there aroſe 

Man bow'd, as Univerſe, A chose 

Where he a numerous World ſhould bet repoſe, 
Whether by Great Euphrates, or found near 

The bliſsſul Place, which to his liſt'ning Ear 

Firſt brought that Sound, let godlike Man appear. 

We know not weli, but that he there was bleſt, 

By every hallow'd Strain aloud careſt: 

Whence ſpeak, and Heav'n avouch thy wonted Sway, 
In what ſtrange Labyrinth haſt thou loſt thy Way ; 
Where Danger no ſoft Stratagem bereaves, 


And Beauty by ungrateful Taſte deceives. 
: Y/ 


Whillt 


\ 
C25) 


Whilſt from thy Love thou ſuck'ſt no gen'rous Dart, 
Rich Balfam from her Tongue to ſooth thy Smart, 
No Viper's Rings, nor Bracelets for thy Heart; 
Silk Covering for this long domeſtick Ill, 

Nor Weeds, nor Veſtures, but thy homeſpun Will. 
From thoſe no Reaſons of rebellious Life, 

The grov'ling Serpent and inquiring Wife, 

Let could this be, when on divine Parade, 

Near thouſand Angels, to be thus betray'd : 

So arm'd, who then might have ſecurely trod, 
Ang o'er thy Image (till inſcrib'd the God. 

Man's temper*d Frame as rarify*d above, 

From Wiſdom's Follies as divinely wove, 
Wrought, an eternal Morn of Life poſſeſt, 

Till Shades of Knowledge darkens all his Brealt. 
True Mirror once of God, yet ſince alas 


That various Perſpectives has flaw'd the G 1s, 0 
Graſs.) 


Heaven ſtrikes his Eſſence on more thoug 
Shewing that Union which her Leaf infolds, 

By three  diſtinguiſh'd Points one Frame upholds, 
That &, the Monarch firſt extends his Name, 


That Royalty which celebrates its Fame, £ 


In his bright Race lives equally the ſame. 

In Prince the ſame, by the ſame Orbs confeſt, 

Their flowing Veins in the ſame Tyrian dreſt, £ 

From both proceeding, as one Organ bleſt 3 

Like different Features that one Aſpect forms, 

Which tho' by trebled Lines one Gleam performs, _ 

As Light and Heat, which one bright Empire reigns, 

One Luſtre blazes and one Act maintains, 

Whilſt in bleſt Realms where Monarchy avails, - 

"0 all the Prince, the King, the God prove, 
„ On 
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On the twenty-firsi verſe of the third C * 77 the 


Revelations. 


* To him that overcometh will I grant to ſet with 


* me-in my Throne, even as I alſo overcame and 
“am ſet down with my Father in his Throne, 


And theſe Werds of our bleſſed Saviou R's : 


„Ve are my Friends, if you do whatſoever I com- 
„mand you,”” 


LY ſwift as Thought to take thy bliſsful Place, 
No ſoft Allurements here retard thy Pace, 
For to immortal Laurels turn thy Eyes, 


To thoſe high Trophies thy Ambition rife, 


To vanquiſh'd Slaves, cach falle, unruly Gueſt, 
That would invade or overcalm thy Breaſt ; 

Diveſt it of thoſe Glories there deſign'd, 

The Peace and Triumphs of a conquering Mind, 
Then from no Dangers, thou decline this War, 
But mount and ſhine, crown'd with the Morning Star, 
Mount Friend of God, where ever let me ſtay, 
Man, F rick of God, from all divine Allay, 8 
'Fhro? thoſe endearing Characters obey ; 

Man, Friend of God, for ever, ever, boaſt, 

But in an Abyſs of ee I am loſt, 


Tos FLORELLA in 4 Strazo Hat. 


Tar Hat, Love bids you wear Florella, from 
his. Hand, _ 


His Plumes, his Triumphs, and himſelf command ; 
TheHat made of ſoft Looks, once ſweet almoſt as yours, 


Looks, which fair Syrens drop when ſhe from Pays 


Amours, Vaniſh'd 


7 
8 


1 


Vaniſh'd in Reeds, and left him to purſue 

A Nymph transform'd to Sylvian Wreaths for you, 
Some Smiles, young Cupid ſtole, and to his Mother ran, 
With them half Reeds as from bewild*ring Pan, 


Whilſt ſhe proud of the bounteous and precarious Lot 
Wove Smiles and all into Horella's Hat, 


Aſſiſted by her Loves, that in their Cyprian Tone, 
Hail you now Regent, of her downy Throne, 

Who curl their Wings, whene*er Florel/a talks, 
Courting ſoft Night, for Shadows where ſhe walks, 
Tho? at all Times, from all affected Arr, 

She treads our Theatres o'er every Heart, £ 
O'er Oy Triumph, every Slvian Dart 


At 2 Defire of a Friend. For a Lady's Dog that ſbe 
lov'd. 
Madam, in this chink ing Tone, 


re. your Pinners, hog © viy Bone; 
rs. Cook can bark us to the Nole, 


Without | ſuch Sauces, and with all this Ro it, 
What muſt I ſay? Pm out, I'm out, I'm out, I'm o-u- t. 


"of Lady ts her Friend upon Antiques. 


OW: mourns the Day, dear Celia when we part, 
4 Who from one Enterpriſe but breath one Heart. 
For ſay, what Nymphs like us, e'er knew before, 
All our paſt Antients did, thought, ſaid and wore, 
More, more, alas, than all, a vaſt deal more: 
Whence if from Flanders, or fome Mulc's Lap, 


Lace purl'd its Way to Herewles'Cap, 
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As how nueas, tho? a Man of Air, 
Could take his Horſe and ride three hundred Year, 
To meet fair Dido on the next Parade, 
Haunting our Hangings, by his Wiles betray'd : 
When ſhe, the Being was, he leſs than Shade, 
Unlov'd, unwove, unpainted, and unmade: 
As the Dimenſions of Minerva's Muff, 
And peaked Compliments to Cæſar's Ruff: 
Where we may find our Stratagems engrav'd, 
Where Hoops firſt circld,and long Vows were ſhav'd, 
With what bright Nothing, than ſharp Swords more 
What Strength of Mind, Agility and Mien, (keen, 
Meir, of Moor-ball, Rill be his Name renown'd, 
Smote Wantley's Dragon from new Dragon Pound 
| To the Piazza's of Arcadia's Ground, 
| Eating our Men like Marmalade, whilſt he, 
'* With Nothing ſlays him to the laſt Degree: t 
WM Thence, to what Ladies, he preſents the Spoil, | 
Where he beſtow'd his Picture 'and fine Seal, 
Who choſe his Glaſs Buroe, his Velvet Mail, f 
What Nymph his Manuſcripts, and which his Tail. 


* 


= m_ —— — - — —— — — <a » 


Between two Ladies, 


Fir Lady. H ha, how I could laugh, who can 


forbear, 


Second Lady. And, Madam, from no Cauſe with all 
is Arr. 


Firat Lady. Caufe— Our Nerves once bound, Cauſe ; 
ſtruck the Tendent String 


But now relax*d we laugh at every Thing, 
1 Aulus, of Rank, — from every native Spring. 
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Second 
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Second Lady. Then Crouds ne'er venture to laugh 
out like you. 
Firft Lady, O yes! but they laugh in Fromage, we in 


Ragoo, 


With an Eſprit which their coarſe Lungs muſt want, 


Whilſt we touch boldly as great Maſters paint. 


Second Lady. How ſhall I ſteer, *rween You and Lady 
Plute, 


Pu Life's o'er florid Joys the World's diſpute. 

irt Lady. My Lady Plute, —a very Winter Spout, 
Whom all my Arguments cou'd ne'er confute : 
Trick, my fly Woman's Jeſt a Girl, of vaſt Renown, 


Who her fond Maſter likes, as-I the Town, 


A Huſband's Heart, but a too ſmall Return, 
For every grateful Favour ſhe has done. 

In Love, in Modes, with many a wing Love: - 
And Balmy Scandal our ſuperior Care, 


Therefore, breath to the Weſt, more, from «that 
broader'd Chair: 

For the leaſt panting Breeze may ſoil its Air, 

And Child her Bills of Neighbourhood lie there. 


Second Lady. So that I find, ſhe makes your Bills of 


Fare. 


Firn Lach. She does, tho? where Proviſions fail, 
our Smiles we play, - 


Ha, ha, ha, as Something or s laugk off all 
" 285 | 


— 
i 
* 


—— ——öüiLÜ, 
——— 


— q 


— —— . — — — — 
r K 
13 Tx — * * N . 


* —— — 3 


. Wer NE ING — — 


Ar 
ee n 
2 3 

. 


2 ET Tr. 
- — 42 LOW | 


_ a 4 avon. oume iii —— — 
W . — — Co ge mth Auer gs ru re IO = ted woe, 
a hls tif He RA err» 7, ID n 2 ” 85 * Ta hong 
3 A " PER ETeT? Y 
* 4 x ; : * 1 


: n n EG - — ay 
: . ee — — EDIT 
yu — rr er rye ont 9 ona * 
8 7 p 


rc 


(290) 
' On 2 pretty Child that invited me to ſuck with ber. 


Ndearing Infant, by no Words confin'd, 
From all dumb Speech and Artifice refin'd, 


With Life who treats thy Gueſt, Friends, with 
thy liberal Mind, 


Thro' Naturc's fondeſt Arguments addreſt 
Thy Self our Language, and thy Self our Taſte. 


To @ Lady that won a Perſpective Glaſs in a Lottery, 


AY not I beg, your Glaſs has nothing ſpun, 
For in Perſpectives, every Thing is won, 
Where our ſti]l Grain the riſing Spring portends, 

Francelia lumbers, and the World commands: 
Time gilds the ſable Night, endows. the Strand, 
From Piſgab's Views deals the unbounded Land. 


The fifteenth Chapter of the fir Epiſtle to the Corin- 


thians, * the thirty: ſixib Verſe. 


© Thou Fool that which thou ſoweſt is not quick- 
ned, except it die. 


HAT Man ſhould boaft himſelf alive from high, 
Yer know not his own Priviledge to die : 
But from dull Cuſtom, here, of Life "works ſtay, 
And gaze his great Prerogative away, 
To every various Death, of Life, aſpire, 
Rather than in his native Arms expire, 
Tho? with a more than Roman Glory, he 
By one ſharp friendly Stroke returns thee free. 


Frees 


— 
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| Frees thee from all thoſe pointed Charms, which 
have ſo often ſlain 


Thy ſhining Purpoſes diſtreſt, and lain, 
Thee cold and breathleſs as that dying Grain. 
That yet with Pleaſure meets the Lab'rer's Hand, 
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| Kiſſes the Spade, and waits his lov'd Command. 1 
Says not like Thee, why ſhould I die, or how, i 
Great Source of Life canſt thou this Life renew, £ ll 
With brighter Faculties its Frame endow. | 
Whence to that fairer Glaſs blind Man receiv'd, if 
Thy Self engrav'd on every riſing Seed, ' 
Who firſt muſt die, thou Fool, e*er thou canſt live, lt 
Quickned to Joys, which bounteous Death muſt give. 1 
Conducting thee by his auſpicious Hand, i 
Thro' his cool Veins to Life's unbounded Land, '1 
A happy Meeting, Reader on that Strand, 4 
: _ To Caro, DANIEN, and all my aber partic | 1 
Friends. 1 
5 AY all ſuperior } that Life attend, 3 
O'er Angels Wings, embrace my Neareſt 9 
; Friends, ,” 1 
: His Bleſſings base Arm the Patriarch led, 1 
Made ſoft, the ſtony Pillow of his flinty Bed, 1 
Surround my Friends, o'er the revolving Day, | 1 
That no miſtaken Gleams obſcure their Way: ö 1 
But here, as thro' all Regions they have trod, 1 
Each as a Prince, prevail with Man and God, 1 
©. 
\ D An | 
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EE 
An Eſſay on MAN. 


AN thy own Labyrinth read, thy own Eſſay, 

Awake, ſhake from thy Duſt, awake and ſay, . 
Say, in what wild*ring Cares wouldſt thou ſtray, 
That er thy ſelf, who decks thy falling Throne, 
By a wrong thoughtleſs Geometry bent down, 


Down, down, from thy low Earth, from Nature 

| Heaven, (driven, 

Yet who with godlike Zeal, from all bleſt Intereſt 

Pardon'ſt no Forgiveneſs, nor would be forgiven, 
nici, | 


To One who vas 10id ſhe took'd a when ſhe went into 


Church, ©) 


INCE no inferior Cane our Altar ſmokes, 
Tumultuous Vows her Sanctuary invokes, 
Her Pillars rais'd o'er no contagious Ground, 
Fair Marble near no ſtupid Quarries found, 
I ſee not why you ſhould by ſome untimely Cant, 
Shock the good Vicar, and our Church affront. 


For a Lap, as an Apology for Writing ſometimes in 
a Place where there was very little Company. 

\ TOT write ! how ſhall I paſs my vacant Hours ? 

No Thrones to rule, nor no rebelling Stores, 

That when ſoft Betty has pronounc'd the Morn, 

Clear as herſelf on the glad Light's return, 

I lift my Eyes, call in my wand'ring Locks, 

Put on ſome Fire, tho? from no Indian Rocks, 

Bound to theſe Airs, then blaze my whiſpering Fire, 

Ear for Employment perhaps, if not Deſire, 


Whence 


1 


. > bs wed hdd £4 wv MPF &Uu. 


fur 


2 


ha „„ . OBJ ee led . ul I wad 


FSR. 


— wow. af, 1.4466; 4 0 „„ * 
1 N 8 9 3 


( 23) 


Whence to Ideas left, of any flowing Taſte, 
On their Atchievements I regale my Breaſt : 
Sometimes firſt Nature, hangs upon my Lyre, 
And ſometimes Cæſar waves his awful Spear; 
| Which I diſmiſs to Beauty's louder Arms, 
Her flying Colours, fair Francelia's Charmes; 
No human Breath found here, to join theſe Lays, 
Nothing, but Self and Self, thro? all her gliding —_ 
To be alas thro? every Manſion toſt, 


From Pharaoh's Levees to Britannia's Coaſt, ? 
q But one, domeſtick Self —one Self, at moſt. 
5 Some ſmall Part of Life's Inventory to be Aber of on 


reaſenable Terms. 


Crooked Coral in a long red String, 

And rich Pavillion en a bending Spring, 
Endearing Smiles, prais'd at the World's Extent, 

Wich Crowns and Treaſures for a leſs per Cent. 
Life's Phantoms and her Joys all doubly gilt, 
Milky her Draughts, till by the Infants ſpilt, 
Whence to avert dumb Fate, and to receive himſelf; 


n The Youth when grown toaſts off his wild'ring Pelf, 
Reduc'd to Cupuloes, where Fohn has told 
His Grandſire ſlumber'd, and perus'd his Gold. 


Tho? round in Books, exypos'd to every Mind, 
Some nice Quotations, on the meaſur'd Wind: 
Remarks, Harangues, unhabitable Sand, 

And vaſt, vaſt Scrolls, of Arbitrary Land, 
Pictures and Goods, the *Squire ſays here inroll'd, 
To be by Weight, and ſpeedy ASTON ſold, 
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( 24 ) 
The Sale delays, as order'd to begin, 


From his own A Chambers at Gray's-1nn ; 
Books all thy in, his Morals, Thoughts, Eſſays, 


5 P randfather's for what you plate. © 


On the Word, I S. 


ET me approach thy momentary FEY 
As I would meer irrevocable Fate. 
In all ſupreme Events, who bear*it a Part, 
Wearing no Name, nor Title, but thou art. 
Of real Preſence for who ne'er art paſt, 


Like Apha and Omega, Firſt and Laſt. 
| On THOUGHT. 


Agniicently born, reſound thy Claim, 
Thou the {till Sound of everlaſting Fame; 
Boundleſs thy Robes, in purpled Manſions bred, 


By Angels nurtur'd, on Hoſanna's fed, 


Thy Unction o'er Man's Frame divinely ſhed ; 


As thro* ſuperior Vehicles of Air, 

Sent him in Beams, fair as the Morning Star ; 

From Heav'n, which mounts thee o'er thy own Contro] 
Plum'd thee with Wings, and brighten thee all Soul, 
Whilſt by no long Eternity out- ran, 

The King, in Monarchy, and God 1 in Man. 


On the Inſufficiency of Man, alluding to fome Words 
in the {econd, third, fifth, thirty-fecond, and laſt Verſes 
4 the forty-firt Chapter of Job. 

ROM thy low Pedeſtal vain Man look down, 
Who would thy native Imag'ry diſown, 


And riſe {aperior on a borrow'd Throne. 


Borrow'd 
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Borrow?d thy Hours from flying Plumes thy Eaſe, 
Thy Reſt, thy Joys, thy Wiſhes, all thy Rays; 
| Whence try, if thou o'er him who drew thy Night, 
Can'ſt raiſe thy Mornings, or ſeduce his Light; 
Decking his Beams, in Light's fair Garments ſpread, 
That as a Curtain veils thy ſhaded Head : 
Shades thee his World from Views thou canſt not bear, 
Who cloath*d in Light from Light ſuſtains thySphere, 
Walking his Winds which to the panting Whale, 
Each proud Leviathan commands the Scale, 
Whilſt yet will he kis Supplications bend, 
Or with ſoft Words thy flowing Thoughts attend 8 
To modern Airs, or Arguments deſcend : 
Elſe with lov'd Tone will he the Hand obey, 
Or as a Bird in thy fond Boſom play ; 
Try his Addreſs, and with ſtrong Cables bound, 


Send him thy Maids, Girls for high Sports renown'd, 


Whoſe Eyes, tho' like the Eye-balls of the Morn, 
That by no gentle Looks will theirs return, 

As from his Mouth the burning Lamp rolls on, 
Trampling thy Tides, by his proud Train undone ; 
Tho? thou, yet bid it rain, and cool the ſultry Plain, 
Twill ſpeak Dominion, and refreſh the Grain, 

Call, call aloud, unboſom every Cloud, 

That may aſſwage or feed the hungry Crowd, (mand, 
Whilſt if no Clouds deſcend, nor Beams at thy Com- 
To light the World, and gild the neighb'ring Strand, 
Conclude at large, howe*er proud Time moves on, 
God ſtill remains the God, thou Man depending Man. 
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Mr. WIT FREE Z E's School. 


Mr. Witfrecze, HAT Doctor's Patience can 
ſupport theſe Boys, 


Twould pli Apollo's Brain to hear this Noiſe, 
You four and twenty Boy, I ſtill obſerve, 

You bear yourſelf on your new cenſure Verb: 
As if you all Wit's Criticiſms knew, 

Yet cry on every ſublunary View. 

Bay. O, no Vivacity, Sir, makes me bawl, 
But, Sir, to hear your favourite Squire miſcall _ 
Our Tarts his own, eating them hardly cool, 
Tho' mark*d with F, the Figure of the School. 

Milf. Who ſtill ſhall eat, whilft I can rule the Day, 
For ſtretch'd on my Gown, as I in Wiſdom lay, 
I heard whole Crouds of thoughtful Comfits ſay, - 


He ſhould our Sweets devour,--but _ Lord 7. vodle 
comes, 


Open the Gates, Pl! bring him thro? theſs Rooms: : 
I hope Lord Trace is in your Lordſhip's Hand, 
Who ſhall my Notions, Wife and Wine command : 

Lord. No, *tis my Nephew, Sir, my Son's too young, 
Him I leave with you now, and I am gone. 

Witfr. His Son too young, he's as old as Nell, 
That was Nineteen, when ſhe roar'd ſo to ſpell : 
This Diſappointment vexes me I own, 

Here take theſe Pipes away and batter*d Spoon, 

Pl! break 'em elſe, and my Wife's powerful Stays, 
Or throw 'em to Stump's Muſe to prop his Rays: 
But Paſſion's an unwiſe, unweary Thing, 

Dick Blunder call again the Stranger in : 


Hell 


1 
l 
] 
] 
4 
: 


ORs 


Ps. OE. OE” SEFOR. ERPVIDR. MESH. Mz / d * RP > * 


dyes js , 7 £2 


#f 


1 


(27) 

He'll never do tho? Forty was his Age, 

P11 feel his Pulſe, to try how they preſage, 

For a good Wit's Pulſe ſhould never long agree; 
But beat its Wiles to every Man's Decree, 
Aſcend our Helleſpont, ſwim down the Lea, 
Sometimes all Sbatepear Enge, ometimes all me. 


2 FRANCELIA. 


Lone for you away, no liſtning Echo} near, 
Let my Self whiſper to this bending Ear, 
Aſk my Self, why thro' all Delights I find, 


Something I want, more pointing to the Mind, 


Say what it is? Tell why I aſk thee ſo? 

I hate a Fool, and therefore I muſt know, 

A knowing Fool, for when in Nature dreſt, 
Pity the Stranger, and would ſkreen her Gueſt : 
Or Silence ſpeak thy Senſe, as always near, 
Say, think, think it aloud, why I aſpire, £ 
To ſomething more, than Cuſtom ſhall inſpire : 

To more than ſhall mere Argument ſuffice, 

Tho? far as Heaven, I reach the boundleſs Prize, 
Who as unbias'd Light would make my Choice 
Tween a fair World, and Heaven's alluring Voice. 
Tho? World, I ſcarce imagine, 'twill be thee, 

Since whilſt admir*d by nothing more than me; 
Thy Charms and Perſpectives, retain'd at beſt, 

Ne'er yet could anſwer this unruly Taſte; 

For whilſt Francelia, I her Joys purſue, 

Still wanting more, more charming Worlds like you, 


To 


0 (28) 
To Bruſana who advis*'d Charlotte, in ſpite of Mirth, 
to be angry en an Occaſion. 
HAT you the lazieſt of all Things can aſk, 

To undertake ſuch an unweildy Taſk ; : 
For Charlotte ſays, Anger's a Nation's Toil, | 
Elſe to be taught her from ſome Lybian Soil. q. 
Not your ſmoothBreaſt, for no harſh Things deſigt'd, . 
Anger, the Tea and Fever of the Mind: 
Whence be her Strains, born off from every Port, a 
From every Congreſs, Preface- Court, | 
To the next Farinelli's loud Effort. 
For might ſhe ſee our Gallantries advance, 


This Anger kiſs your Hands, and call the Dance, £ : 
Twould prove ſhe tries a more auſpicious Chance, 


Such Recitivo's, of more native Right, . 
Then brave your Couſins, and exert your Might, 
Or wake the General, Friend, and ſound the Fight, 
Wiſhing his Excellence, a ſofter Night; 
Since if we muſt decide great Nature's Laws, 


Francelia and Gratiaua,—look, the Cauſe. 


On the fourth, fifth and fixth Verſes of the 57th Pſalm. | 


*© Behold ye the Philiftines alſo, and thoſe of Tyre, 
*© with the Morians, lo! there was he born. 

** And out of Sion, it ſhall be reported that he was 
born in her, and the Moſt High ſhall eſtabliſh her. 

* The Lord ſhall rehearſe it when he writeth up the 
< People, that he was born there. 


E LL might'ſt thou Tyre thy 8 Sails 
have ſpread, 


Have rais'd thy Pencils to the faireſt Red 
On 


d, 


In 


On roſy Palms, bluſh'd off thy proudeſt Die, 


That no harſh Movement ſhou'd approach his Ear. 


Could'ſt thy large Domes but have receiv*d this Gueſt. 
That their high Rafters could his Name ſuffice, 


Since *tis reported there the God was born, 
Whoſe Bands thy broad Phylacteries adorn : 


( 29 


If in thy Arms Infinity muſt lie: EY 
As thou might'ſt beg that every gallant Oar 
Would glide its Way with guardian Angels Care, : 


No Sigh, no Gale, loud Breeze diſturb his Reſt 
Tho? *tis on Sion that inſwath'd he lies. 


When writing up the People ſhall declare, 
World, that thy God, thy Maker's Birth was there. 
Whoſe Land ſo bleſt, all thy rich Sapphires bring, 


E - 
” # 


Brighten'd above and cool'd in Virgin's Tears, 
Awake his Morn, Lord of eternal Years, £ 
In feeble Bands *midſt Animals who there, 

There firſt aton*d to his Almighty Pow'r, 

Offering himſelf to his eternal Brow, 

With all the Ardour, Love and Heav'n could do, 
Why will ye die, aſks from the facred Throne, 
The melting Queſtion from thy God comes down. 
Why then not Man thy ſuffering Lord forgive, 

For tho' he took thy Shape, that thou might*it hive, 
Reſerv'd thy Charms unrifled as before, | 

And leaves thy Boſom, thouſand Graces more, 


6 | Whoſe 
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Whoſe boundleſs Pity muſt like Hermon's Dew, 


een Rocks nwve Bl aur View, 


Fo longer Perſpectives our Eyes purſue, 


Than when its Balm the fleecy Hills relieve, 


Which ſucks in all the Unction they receive: 
Since when the ſordid Traytor ſhall relent, 
Saint Peter, thou, or Ninevites repent. 


That Crime which does the Captive moſt enſlave, 


Stript from the Mind, falls ſilent as the Grave: 
No kind Remembrance ſhall its Order grace, 
No monumental Spiref inſtall thy Race; 
Thro? all thy Scarlets tho? the deepeſt Grain, 
Whilſt as they no Omnipotence retain : 

For as no Gods to be aloud forgiven, 

Or Guilt muſt claim Prerogative o'er Heaven ; 


For might Hells proudeſt Fiends once tenderly relent, 


They ſoon would loſe the Dzmon in the Saint: 


On thy lov'd Name bleſt Jeſus, melt away, 


To riſe in Empires of perpetual Day, 
Whilft each dire Fury ſhould his Incenſe bring, 


In ſofteſt Notes his Revolution ſing, 
As faging Fiends would yield their endleſs Pleas, 


And weep their Flames to everlaſting Eaſe, 


(31) 


The thirteenth, fourteenth, and Part of the fifteenth 
Verſe of the Tenth Chapter of the Epiſtle to the Ro- 


Malls. 


« For whoſoever ſhall call upon the Name of the 
Lord, ſhall be ſaved. 


* How then ſhall they call on him in whom they 
have not believed? And how ſhall they believe 
in him of whom they have not heard ? And 
* how ſhall they hear without a Preacher? 5 


© And how ſhall they preach, except RY be ſent ? 


has heard, 

Not knowing know, what Shrine ſhould be rever'd ; 
Since tho? the cleareſt Minds, like Flame aſpires, . 
Some Cenſor ſhould direct thofe native Fires. 
Whilſt Reaſon farther, will aſſume to State, 

That for our Help, diſtreſt ſore One ſhould —_— 
Whoſe high Atonement, can bring equal Weight, 1 
To the Provok'd, how great fo e're that Pow'r, 
Pond'rous our Crimes, and numerous their Store; 
Which balanc'd muſt by no ſhort Merit fail, 

Should Juſtice hold the great depending Scale. 

The God himſelf thence teaching to adore, 
Himſelf the Way, the Offering, the Door, 
Tho? Man all Advent, would for ever wait, 

By ſome ſtrange ſordid cuſtomary Fate, : 
Rather than enter that exalted Gate. 

Like ſome fair paintedShrine whoſeGym for ever blaze, 


itneertrroſimates, 446” Re nExer Wraps. 
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Lay 


=” who can hear the Thing which none 
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1. ( 32 ) 
On the Aſcenſion of our BLESSED SAvIOR. 


Iſperſe ye Clouds, haſte, all diſperſe to Air, 
No dark myſterious Atoms here appear : 


But from this rifing Mount, back, back, be hurl'd, 
Beyond the Pale of your extended World, 8 


Your Stars to Meteors curl, take Form and gaze, 
Wave into Wo Is, and in aſcending Lays, 

To Rapture rie your everlaſting Praiſe : 

For who Captivity has Captive led, 


Lading with Gifts the Slaves rebellious Head, 
En again the everlaſting Doors, 


Again reſumes himſelf, and to himſelf reſtores 


| Thoſe Triumphs his eternal Feet has trod, 


God by himſelf as now recetv*d the God, 

Owning the God who re-aſcends his Throne 

On Beams till then, to Light and Heav'n unknown 
But hold! O hold my Lyre, and ſilently adore, 


For here thou canſt aſcend, can ſing no more, 


Till thou refin'd thro? every tuneful Pore, 
That ning'd thou ſhalt approach that ſacred Floor. 


Some 8 on a Tru, 


dead? ue Harte ? 
T was in the News laſt Night e ſaid. 
gecond. O Sir, too true to me, the utmoſt Care, 
For Squoz rakes all away my Brother?s Heir, 
Who without Honour, Honeſty or Fear, 
Prophanes the Rock, in his poor Father's Chair, 
Sells 


Firſt Gent. 1 Hope, my Friend, your Brother is not 


Ot 


WO 


| A very Ks Rog: ;ndeed Sir Sguot, 


But Scold 1 Slut ſits heavy on the Vogue, 
Why one of them this Myſtery rehearſe, 


( 35) 


Sells off the ſhifted Cards does all Things wrong, 
Sold ene s Ti a_s for a Song, 


*% Wenge 
1.4 


Dear Brother, whilſt his Words be ne'er forgot, 
My younger -r, Sgns, poor Lads, ſaid he, be put, 
To apc x *Knaves, Girl to ſome Scold or Slut, 


Then with his Hand in mine, cry*d Blunder, Dick 


"retire, (Squire, 
I faintly ſpoke, Sir, Brother, Juſtice, Member, 
With me your Orders never ſhall expire. 


But I'm a Stranger in this wild'ring Town, 


Whence your Aſſiſtance, Sir, ſhould proudly own. | 
M4 
Firſt. You a may command me, Sir, to 2 


To Nature why, ſuch arrogant Reverſe ? 
Second. Sir, of bold Preſence, to Reproaches loſt, 


_ Miſs Foanmy can ſome feeble Graces boaſt, 


And is already the Recorder's Toaſt, 

My Brother therefore found this Home Device, 
To fave the Honour of our Antient Houſe, 
Miſs Joanny from her Sampler a Miſtake, 

For when in Silks would fome fond Story take ; 


The Loves of Creſida and Troilus tell, 


She work'd him off, her a mere flying Still, 
As wild and wand'ring as Don Quixose's Mill, 


For ſome diſſolving Sigh, the County's Bell; 
Then tore her Hair, and cry'd ſhe was undone, 


That like perverſe Penelope had ſpun, £ 


No Moments loſt, nor no 8 won. 
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But let not-me be in her Treſſes loſt, 


Who ſhould go down to Tz Wod 5 by the Poſt, | { 
ays at molt : 

From Sayall Sizes, and Allballow Fair, 

To ſip Elections for Sir B ee ee 

And Sir Jobn Tray, Preſenters of our Shire, 0 

Their Halls with Sauces pav'd, where're we tread, 

Were dipt, our Feet was like high Princes fed, 

Marrow and Olio's, there for ever, ſaid. 

Tho' as regaling for his Country's Good, 

None eats with half the Figure, of D Twod, 

A gallant Youth as ever Nature wrought, 

Of the moit fluig and ftomachick Theught ; 

Yet when bai & Wine was all the Board had ſaid, 


He froth'd his Ale, and gave an Engliſb Nod, 
Then leering off Miſs Jeanny from e y 
Still cock'd his Ale, and bid us all good Night. 


Fir. A braver Youth, I think, I never heard, 
Long live his flowing Caſks, till this Word, 
Their e Elegance ſha!l L retard. / 1 


e Race, / = 


Or frot him ”_=_ to his good Father's ig WR 
nie 


On a LA Dy, who called another Silly, when out of 


her C ompany. 


All Cedars, tho? Commiſſioners from High, 
Aids to the Sun, Companions of the Sky, 
No Vales inſult, nor Leaves of gentleſt Dy ; 
But bow their Heads, and in rich Gums repay, 
By thoutand fond Returns the humble Sweets they ſay, 


Whilſt 


„ 
Whilſt paleſt Aſpins, as more Tyrian Green, 
Arabian Palms impartially they ſkreen : 

For O, fair Sun, fay they, great Orb of Truth, 

Spare thy own Roſes, and indulge their Youth, 

Hear us, fair Light, for well thy Graces know, 
To our ſoft Arms, they. their Endearments owe, 
Since didſt thou mighty Star, no Shadows wear, 
What Friends, what Worlds could thy Approaches bear, 
As in thoſe Cedars then poor Ona ſit, 

Safe in the Branches of Belinda's Wit. 

In Place a Stranger, Stranger to your Breaſt, 
Wounding no Charms Belinda has poſſeſt, 

That if her early Stars no Beams has worn 

Thoſe Gleams you ſhould have lighten*d by yourMorn, 
From all related Calendars you find 

Of Nature's Blood, the Index of your Mind 

For tho? the Temples may ſome Triumphs move, 
And with theHeart we rove, 'tis with the Heart we love; 
Senſe of the Mind from Souls te Souls converſt, 

Great Nature's Genius and the Angels Taſte. 


Which decks the flowing Thoughts,” arrays the Blood 


And with more Deity, anoints the God, 


To One, who would have me give ſome Account of the 
Pendenq of the World. 


1 m no Globe, this Queſtion FAR to me? 


Then the World hangs you hear, *rween Air, I 


and Sea, 
Which poiz'd on both does our own Orb ſuſtain, 
My roving Flights, and your ambiguous Main, 


Should you the Ocean ſteer, I glide the Plain. 
i Tho- 
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„„ 
Tho' Views too ſhort, that Action takes no Place, 
That you my Air purſue, I think your Pace, 


What Chance ſhall thence ſhow her bewilder'd Face, 


Therefore, I be beg's ſo, this very Night, 

T hat ſome brigat Gi of Conſequence andF — 
Would order Godfrey to extract us right. 

For ſhould his Limbecks fly, as charg'd, with Man, 
Let him howe'er diſtill us as he can, 

Leſt all your Longitude and Forts agree, 

To Fire theſe Articles, or let off me. 


Fer One whoſe Friend was more for ber Houſewifry and 
Ty than Writing. . 


Hat muſt we ſay ? tell her your Pigs are fled, 


And Needles, like paſt Monarchs dead; O 
dead, dead, dead; 


That when as Eaſe your Work lays ſmoothly ſpread, 


In ſome Pindarick Folds you gaged the Thread, 
Unfit for their Eſſays, and oft alone, 

The Reader knows how to pronounce that Tone, 
Your Coffers bounded and your Humour wide, 
That you this raving Article have try*d, 

In hopes you might whate*er the Wiſe can ſay | 
Whiſper ſome of Life's tangled Hours away: 


And tell her, great Minds are in no Ribbands bound, 


Nor in Confectiona, or wrought Kerchiefs wound, 

When Alexander dreſt the trembling World, 

He aſk'd no Cars if his Plumes was curl'd ; 

But as Ephefan wav*d them to his Hand, 

He took the Feather, and he gave Command, 
| | Nor 


and 


id, 


Jor 


By a ſmall Rule his glorious Life ſuſtains, 80 7 | 


As ſome bleſt Order, the high Offering wear, 


On Charlotte's being blamed for having a very 1 


(39) 43 
Nor did he mix ſtrange Drugs not underſtood, 1 
With you dear every Thing to ſpill our Blood, * - | 
Your Eyes he ſays our Balſam, World his Hood. 


eee, $a 


| From the Inflallation at WINDSOR. | 
To a FRIEND, 


EE, who takes Nature's Univerfe at Sight, 
His Plumes unſtain'd by interrupted Light, | 
Monarch of Life, as of eternal Bliſs, | 
Inſtall'd on high, Fame's everlaſting Is, 
Whoſe every graſp Omnipotence contains, 


Yet none does that myſterious Meaſure bear, 


When every Condeſcenſion by him ſhewn, 

Should be revered, as the Almighty Throne : 

Whence, O great Raphael, tho' we bleſs your Care, 

And Gabriel fing the Glories that y. ſhare, 

We now conjure you to deſcend your Choir, 

And hail this Royal Meteor on our Sphere : 

So may our Stars, your Embaſſies implore, 

And ſound your Lays to the *eternal Shore, 

Till Time diſplum'd ſhall here inſtall no more. 
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o Charlotte en ſhe may feel ſometShogs, 
That for three Footmen, ſhe but calls two legs, 
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She hence ſhall wait kind Fortunc's future A 
As for Solce galang, or more Parade; 

Since now aloft, by ſome Imperial Chance, 
Has burnt her Apron to the Arms of France; 
The Flower de Luce expanded o'er the End, 
With may ſome ſtrange Entendez vous p@tend ; 


TH ICT I, OT VW)TET ct 
& in every ſovereign Whim, 

She TK our Princes, to Avia the Hem. 

AC ner 


1 SHAME. 


ET me thy hateful Characters renown, 


Fly thee in Courts, in Crowds, .but moſt when 
I'm alone, 


All thy coarſe T urns, to that ſupreme Degree, 
That at thy Name I ſtart, undone thou ſtark at me. 


| 4 DIALOGUE. 
Buidler. UST we build here, o'er no Founda- 


tion, Sir, 

Where Tides o'erflow, ſee how the Ground is wore : 

Gent, Hold, talk no more, here I command the Key, 
Them ſtubborn Waves leſs obſtinate than thee : 5 
For ſince my Father coarſeſt of his Race, 
Has doom'd me often to reſide this Place. 
Las grim Spectres from this dark Abode, 
Would lay his Edicts in ſome rifing Mode, 
Therefore ſhall build, where I trom Seas may find 
Reprizals thro* the more embelliſh'd Wind, 


Rich 


en 


la- 


ey, 
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Rich Broa&'ry, as from ſofter Venus taught, 


In all the Graces of her Ceſtus, wrought; 
Silks freſh e' er vulgar Hands can foil the Prize, 
Or ſwelling Courts the ſhining Veſture ſeize ; 
But Pm in haſte, my Steward knows at large, 
Performs the Henours of my daily Charge. 


Steward. I know his Charge, he * it not 
himſelf, 


Who thinks the very Stars invoke his Pelf, 


That when he ſpeaks, the Ocean ſhould be ſtill, 
Whilſt the whole Longitude is but his Will. 
Builder. Ha, ha, a Man of Architect indeed. 


Steward, Yet will to no bold Stroke of Your's re- 
cede. 


Tho? boaſting Figure, Wit, he tays 1 in Nodes ad- 


dreſt, 


That with a ſwift and vigorous Inſtinct bleſt, 


He makes his Four thro? every artful Breaſt. 


Who rather would reſign his peaceful Sword, 
Than intimate the juſteſt Notions heard, 


Knowing and hearing but one uſeleſs Word; 
Pleading no Language to ſuperior Wit, 


Whole Je ne /pai quoi as of the firſt Eſprit: 
Allow no Aid, which can thro? Meaning pals, 
Which he zefts off, in every ſprightly Glaſs, - 
Swearing that for ten thouſand Reaſons, he 
Would neither hear nor know, diſſolve nor be: 
For O to be, he ſays will never ſhare, 

Thoſe Volatiles his bright Reverſes wear, 

To be diſſolv'd, tho* nothing, yet a Word: 


Who would be ſomething neither thought nor heard, 
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(42) 
As without hearing know, diſcerning ſee, 
Spite of our Doctor's, without Being, be. 


On ſome Expreſſions in the Prophet Micai and Hab- 
| bak kuk. 8 
Sſemble her that halts, for I, I, faith the Lord, 

Will gather the Afflicted at my Word; 

And thou Tower of the Flock, is there no King in 

thee, | | 


| ; Why cry*ſt thou thus cap he no more decree ? - 


[1 


Lord of the Earth, can he no more command ? 
Who brings the Nations bending to thy Hand : 


Thy God, God, who from Teman came, thy Holy 
. | 


Whilſt from Mount Paran all his Glory ſhone : 
Horns thro' his Hands, in that myſterious Hour, 
For there, there lay the Hiding of his Power. 


